THIS IS IT: MICHAEL JACKSON’S LEADERSHIP DECODED & CONTINUED

Chapter

WHO TOOK MY AND MY BROTHER’S GLOVES?
BILLIE JEAN, APOLOGIZE & WATCH YOUR ASS!
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I went to Berlin to research the meaning behind MJ film “Baby Out Of The Window”, which was a message film which the press nastily turned into a scandal.  In Berlin I danced a lot to MJ music in front of the Brandenburg Gate where the Wall used to be.  I listened to the music through my headphones, so the people around could not hear it.  But someone looked at me and said: “Look, she is Billie Jean!”
I took it as a compliment, considering I could dance it without dance lessons, just with your spirit, Michael.  I also told many people after that that I am the woman behind Billie Jean, because a lot of dance movements in it are from my childhood.
Michael, I now apologize to you, your family in Encino who I told I was Billie Jean through your staff, and all others.  The truth is I am definitely not Billie Jean, which I realized after studying the lyrics.  Perhaps your family called the police to detain me as they hate Billie Jean character.  Fair enough.  Apart from your dance, I have no respect for people like Billie Jeans.
Michael,

I do not know who the song Billie Jean is about.  One thing I know is that it brings me sad and painful memories which I will share here.  My brother from Moscow who was 8 years older than me passed away in 1995, at the age of 32.  As a child I spent a lot of time with him.  We loved each other so much, and used to fight a lot (out of LOVE) at the same time.  We had a set of boxing gloves, which we shared and used one glove each to fight with each other.  Since I was a child, many men tried to attack and rape me in the street, in our apartment building, etc.  My brother taught me to hit men who try to hurt me into their balls, and he also asked me not to hit him into the balls when we were boxing.  He was a very good boxer and participated in competitions, and I was just taught by him.
He truly loved only one woman (his wife), who screwed him up.  He gave her everything, paid for her study, bought her musical instruments.  She was never satisfied with him, and one day just left.  He was very upset, and started drinking a lot because of their relationship.
She slept with other men after she left, and became pregnant.  Her other partners did not want to look after her, so she went back to my brother as he loved her unconditionally.  She told him and every else the baby was his.  I think he believed her, or pretended he did.  She kept taking his money, without giving him any love.  Then she left again.  All she wanted was to get the apartment where my brother and my mother lived.  It was the only reason for marrying him I think, as it only looked like one way love.
He died at the age of 32, stabbed with a knife at home.  Did she care?  She let the child to keep sucking money out of my mother.
I was a student at a university in Japan when he died.  He was stabbed, and I felt guilty about his death, even though I was not there, as I could not help him live.  I flew to Moscow to visit his grave, and also to bring back one very special memory of him- our shared pair of boxing gloves.  But they were gone.  My Mum said his friends must have taken them, but they have not been found.  I still want them back.
Last year I travelled to the US to meet my brother’s friends who immigrated there.  One of them told me he is sure he is the father of the child.  And I worried for many years wondering if I had any financial and other responsibilities towards my brother’s child, who is not his child, and also a very nasty person, just like her mother.
Michael, I think Billie Jean story is your lesson for us to watch out for people who screw us up for money, who lie to us, steal things, or even kill.  My brother had things stolen from him after his death, I am sure since you “left”, Michael, a lot of your things got stolen too, maybe even by people who are close.
The Woman who reminds me of Billie Jean- we all know WHO you are.  You screwed up my brother’s life, my Mum’s life and mine.  You sucked blood and money out of our family for years, like a parasite.  You lied about who the real father was.  Your daughter was turning into the same kind of parasite, just like you.  I hear you are married now, and you probably still want that apartment.  I refused to inherit it (too many blood memories there for me), and you will not get it either.  Whoever stabled my brother to death (a woman?)- watch your ass, as God knows who you are.
The Woman who reminds me of Billie Jean- you have to apologize to my family, all my brother’s friends, to God and your children for your dirty actions.  I also want the gloves returned, as they belong to my brother and me only.  Or their fate explained if you trashed them.  The only material memory of him I wanted to keep, and also his guitar.  The violin he bought for you – you could return it to his grave with respect.
Stop murdering people for money or your ego!

Stop being a vampire for money and lives!

There are songs in MJ albums that you may find interesting:

“Who Is It?” (album “Dangerous”)

“Dangerous” (album “Dangerous”)

“Superfly Sister” (album “Blood On The Dance Floor”)

“Blood On The Dance Floor” (album “Blood On The Dance Floor”)

“Stranger In Moscow” (album “Blood On The Dance Floor”)

“Billie Jean” (album “Thriller” and others)

Return the gloves to the real father of the child, and I will get them from him as I am sure my brother wants me to stay away from you as you are a dangerous woman.  God and all of us know that.  Now the whole world knows that through this book.  You can thank Billie Jean, the mystery moonwalker.  You were the most religious person I knew.  What was your religion teaching you?  Did you not know that we are watched by God as any religion is supposed to teach that?
Thank you, MJ, God, and my Brother.  I will always LOVE you!

From loving superfly sister

who loves to dance to Billie Jean (thanks for teaching me the moves, Brother!)

who is looking for our shared with LOVE pair of gloves
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